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AW; 
EPISTLE 
To the Right Honourable 
Richard Lord Viſc. Cobham. 


ES, you deſpiſe the Man to books confin'd; 
Who from his Study. rails at human kind ; 
Tho? what he learns he ſpeaks, and may ad- 

Some gen'ral Maxims, or be right by Chance. [vance 

The coxcomb Bird, fo talkative and grave, | 
That from his Cage cries Cuckold, Whore, and — 
Tho many a Paſſenger he rightly call, 
You hold him no Philoſopher at all; 


. : and 


— 


CE) 
Men may be read, as well as Books, too much, | 
To Obfrvations which our ſelves we make, 

We grow more partial for th Obſerver's fake ; 

Fo written Wifdom, as another's, leſs : 

Maxims are drawn from 0 thoſe from GueſG: 


There” 8 ſome Peculiar in each Leaf and' Geain ; 5 
Same unmark'd Fibre, or ſome var xing Vein: 
Shall only Man be taken in the groſs? 


Grant but as many ſorts of Mind, as * Moſs. 


-- 


That each from other differs, firſt confels ; 
Next, that he varies from himſelf no kf: 
Add Nature's, Cuftom's, Reaſon's, Paſſion's rike, 
And all Opinion s Colours caſt on Lie. 


- 


Yet more; the diff rence is as great between | 
The Optics ſeeing, ag the Objects ſe ſeen. 


99 * 3 — A. At th. Mid _ —— * 


* # There ar are above 300 Sorts 74 Moſs nn Natur, 
All 


Jl 


(5) 


All Manners take a tincture from our on, 


Or come diſcolour'd throꝰ our Paſſions e 


Or Fancy's beam inlarges, multiplies, 
Contracts, e and W eum —_— 


Our W or our n * 
Quick Whirls, and ſhifting Eddies, of our minds? 2 
Life's Stream for Obſervation will not ſtay, 

It hurries all too faſt to mark their way. 

In vain ſedate reflections we Would make, 
When half our knowledge we muſt _—_ mot a takes 
On human Actions reaſon tho” you can 
It may he Reaſon, hut ic. is not Ma: 
His n Actioi once explores. 
That inſtant tis his Principle no more; 6 
Like following Life thro* Creatures you LY 

You loſe it, in os mg you dete. 
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Oft, in che Mais dtd or ation tet, I's 


Our Spripg of Action to our ſelves is — * 
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11 
Tir'd, not determin' d, to the laſt we yield, , 
And what comes then is Maſter of the field, 

As the laſt Image of that troubled heap, 

When Senſe ſubſides, and fancy ſports in fleep, 
(Tho paſt the recolleftion of the thought) 

Becomes the ſtuff of which our Dream is wrought 3 
Something, as dim to our internal view, 

Is thus perhaps the cauſe of all we do. 


In vain the grave, with retroſpective eye, 
Would from th apparent cubat conclude the by, 
Infer the Motive from the Deed, and ſhow 


That what we chanc'd, was what we meant, to do: 


Behold ! if Fortune, or a Miſtreſs frowns, 

Some plunge in bus neſs, others ſhave their crowns; 
To eaſe the ſoul of one oppreſhve weight, | 
This quits an Empire, that embroils a State: 


The ſame aduſt Complection has impell'd 


F Charles to the Convent, Phiſip to the Field: 


** 
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(9) 

Not always Action ſhew the Man; we find, 
Who does a Kindneſs is not therefore kind; 
Perhaps Proſperity becalm'd his Breaſt ; 
Perhaps the Wind juſt ſhifred from the Eaſt. 
Not therefore humble he, who ſeeks Retreat; } 
Pride guides his Steps, and bids him ſhun the Great. 
Who combats bravely is not therefore brave; 
He dreads a Death- bed, like the meaneſt Slave. 
Who reaſons wiſely, is not therefore wiſe ; | 
His Pride in reas ning, not in acting lies. 


But grant that Actions beſt diſcover Man; 
Take the moſt frong, and ſort them as you can: 
The feu, that glare, each Character muſt mar, 
You balance not the many in the dark. „ 1 
What will you do with ſuch as diſagree ? | -Y 
Suppreſs them, or miſcall them Policy? 
Muſt then at once (the Character to ſave) 


A plain, rough Hero turn a crafty Knave ? [3 of 
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(10) 


Perhaps was ſick, in Love, or had not din d. 


Ack how from Britain Cæſar made Retreat ? 
Ceſar perhaps had told you he was beat. 
The mighty Gzar what mov'd to wed a Funk 
The mighty Cxar might anſwer, he was drunk? 
But ſage. Hiſtorians! tis your Task to prove 
One Action Conduct, one Heroic Love. 


Tis from high Life high Characters are drawn ; 
A Saint in Crape'is twice a Saint bn Law 
A Judge is juſt, a Chanc'lor juſter ſtill ;. 
A Gomnman learn d; n Biſhop what you will: 
Wiſe, if a Miniſter ; but if a King, 
More wiſe, more learr'd, more juſt, more ey” "ry thing 
Court-Virrues bear, like Gems, the higheſt Rate, 
Born where Heav'n's Influence ſcarce can penetrate, 
In Life's low Vale, {the soil the Virtue; dike) 
They pleaſe as Beauties, here as Wonders ſtrike. 


Tho- 


( tx J 

Tho the ſame San with atl-diffafive Ray 
Bluſh in the Roſe, and in the Di'mond blaze 

We prize the ſtronger Effort of his Pow'r, 

And always ſet the Gem above the! Flow'r. 


"Tis Education forms the Vulgar Mind, 
Juſt as the Twig is bent, the Tree's inclin'd. 
| Boaſtful and rough, your firſt Son is a Squire; 
The next, a Trades- man, meek, and mach a Liar; 
Tom ſtruts a Soldier, open, bold, and brave; 

Mill ſneaks a Seriv*ner, an exceeding Knaye * 

Is he a Churchman ? then he'sfond of Pow'r; 3 
A Quaker? fly; a Presbyterian? ſour ; 8 
A ſmart Free- thinker? all chings in an Hour. 


True, ſome are open, and to all Men known; 
Others ſo very cloſe, they're hid from none; 
(So Darkneſs fillsthe Eye no leſs than Light) | 
Thus gracious CHAN pos is beloy'd at Sight: 
And ev'ry Child hates Shylock, tho” his Sout 
Still fits at ſquat, and peeps not from its Hole; 


At 


( ” ): 


Alt half Mankind when generous Manh raves, | 
All know tis Virtue, for he thinks them Knaves: 

When univerfal Homage Unbra pays, 

All ſee tis Vice, and Itch of vulgar Praiſe. 

Who but deteſts th! Endearments of Courtine? 

While One there is, who charms us with his Spleens 


But theſe plain Characters we rarely find, 
Tho ſtrong the Bent, yet quick the Turns of Mind: 
Here puzzling Contraries confound the whole, 
There Aﬀectations quite reverſe the Soul : 
The dull flat Falſchood ſerves for Policy, 

And in the Cunning, Truth itſelf's a Lye ; 
"Vnthought of Frailties cheat us in the Wiſe; 
The Fool lies hid in Inconſiſtencies. 


See the ſame Man, in Vigour, in the Gout ; 
Alone; in Company; in Place; or out . 
Early at Bus neſs; and at Hazard late; 
Mad at a Fox-chaſe ;; wiſe at a Debate; 


(:49-3 


Drunk at a Borough ; civil at a Ball ; 
Friendly at Hackney ; faithleſs at * bitchak, 


Catius is ever moral, ever grave, 


Thinks who endures a Knave, is next a Knave; 
Save juſt at Dinner 


-then prefers, no doubr, 
A Rogue with Ven'ſon to a Saint without. - 


14 + 


Who wou'd not praiſe Patritio's high Deſert? 


His Hand unſtain d, his uncorrupted Heart, , * 

His comprehenſive Head ? all Int reſts weigh'd, 5 

All Europe ſav'd, yet Britain not berray'd 2 | A 

He thanks you not; his Pride is in Piquette, 

Newmarket-fame, and Judgment at a Bett. _ * 
3 


What made (ay 1 or more Sage C Charron ) 
Otho a Warrior, Cromævell a Buffoon ? 
A perjur'd Prince a leaden Saint revere ? 
A god-lefs Regent tremble at a Star? 3 
The Throne a Bigot keep, a Genius quit, 3 
Faithleſs thro' Piety, and dup'd thro' Wit ? 


- 


(14) 
Europe, a Woman, Child, or Dotard rule; 
And juſt her abet Monarch made a Fool ? 


Know, God and Nature only are the fame : 
In Man, the Judgment ſhoots at flying Game; 
A Bird-of Paſſage! loft, as ſoon as found; 
Now in the Moon perhaps, now under Ground. 


Ak Mens Opinions: 7 u now ſhall tell 
How Trade increaſes, and the World goes well; 
Srike off his Penſion by the ſetting Sun, 

And Prad, if not Ewrope, is undone. 


1 with Fortunes, Husours change with Climes 


» 


Zenets with Books, and Principles with Times, 


(F 


Judge we by Native ? Habit can efce, 
Intereſt o'ercome, or Policy take place: 


* > 4 
* 9 
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- | By Actionr? thoſe Uncertainty divides; 

By Paſſions? theſe Diſſimulation hides ; 2 
AﬀeRious ? they ſtill take a wider range: | 
Find, if you can, in what you cannot change ? 


*Tis in the ruling Paſſion : There, alone, 
The wild are conſtant, and the cunning known, 
The Fool conſiſtent, and the falſe fiacere;: .- 
Priefts, Princes, Women, no Diſſemblers here. 
This Clue once found unravels all the reſt ; - 
The Prof} pect clears, and Clodio lands confeſt. 
es * Cledio, the Scorn and Wonder of our Days, 
| Whoſe ruling Paſſion was the Luft of Praiſe; | 
Born with whatc'ere could win ĩt from the Wiſe, 
Women and Fools muſt like him, or he dies. 
Tho wond'ring Senates hung on all he Spoke, . 
The Club miift hail him Maſter of the Jobe. 
* Parts ſo various Aim at nothing new? 25 
" =” ne ll ſhine a Tully, and a Wilmot too: Then 


ws * ej is ſuppoſed the Autbor means the late Duks of Wharton 
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Then turns Repentant, and his God adores 2 
With the ſame Spirit that he Drinks and Whores; 
And now the Punk applaud, and now the Fry'r. 
Enough, if all around him but Admire, 
Thus, with cach gift of Nature and of Art, 
And wanting nothing but an honeſt Heart ; 
Grown all to all, from no one Vice exempt, 
And moſt contemptible to ſhun Contempt ; „ 
His Paſſion ſtill to covet gen- ral Praiſe, Fo 
His Life, to forfeit it a Thouſand ways; | WF 
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His conftant Bounty no one Friend has made; nn 5 
His Angel Tongue no Mortal can perſuade : 9 
A Fool, with more of Wit than half Mankind, 8 
Too quick for Thought, for Action too refin d: = 
A Tyrant to the Wife his Heart approves ; 0 
A Rebel to the very King he loves; Ty 
He dies, ſad out- caſt of each Church and State, 3 
And (harder till) flagitious, yet not great! A 
Ask you why Clodio broke thro every Rule? 5 
>T'was all for fear, the Knaves ſhou'd call him Fool. 


Nature 
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Nature well known, no Miracles rerhain, 
Comets are regular, and Clodio plain. 
Yet, in the ſearch, the wiſeſt may miſtake, 


If ſecond Qualities for firſt they take. 
When Cataline by Rapine ſwell'd his Store, 
When Cæſar made a noble Dame a Whore, 
In this the Luſt, in that the Avarice 

Were Means, not Ends; Ambition was the Viee; 
That very Cæſar, born in Scipio's Days, 
Had aim'd, like him, by Chaſtity at Praiſe: 
Lucullus, when Frugality could charm, 
Had roaſted Turnips in the Sabin Farm: 

In vain th'Obſeryer eyes the Builder's Toi 
But quite miſtakes the Scaffold for the Piles 


In this ohe Paffion, Man can Strength enjoy, = 
As Fits give Vigour, juſt when they deſtroy. 
Time, that on all things lays his lenient Hand, 
Yer tames not this; it flicks to our laſt Sand. 


( 18 ) 


onſiſtent ia our Follies, and our Sins, 


1 as 


Here honeſt Nature ends as ſhe begins: 


Behold a rev'rend Sire, whom Want of Grace 


Has made the Father of a nameleſs Race, 


Crawl thro: the Street, ſhov'd on, or rudely preſs'd 
By his own Sons, that paſs him by unbleſG'd! _ 
Still co his Wench he creeps, on knocking Knees, 
And envies ev'ry Sparrow that he ſees. 


A Salmon's Belly, Helluo, was thy Fate. 
The Doctor call'd declares all Help too late. 
Mercy, cries Helluo, mercy on my Soul ! | 
Is there no hope? alas !—then bring the Jowl. 


s Odious in In pollen! twou'd a Saint provoke, 
(Were the laſt Words that poor Naręiſſa ſpoke) | 
© No, let a charming Chintz, and Bruſſels Lace 
Wrap my cold Limbs, and ſhade my hfeleſs Face: 
One 
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( 19 ) 


One wou'd not, ſure, befrightful when one's dead 
And, Betty! give this Cheek a little Red. 


Old Politictans chew on Wiſdom paſt, 
And blunder on in Bus'neſs to the laſt ; 
As weak as earneſt; and as gravely om, 


As ſober LN, dancing in the Gour. 


The Courtier ſmooth, who Forty Years had ſhin'd 
An humble Servant to all human Kind, 
Juſt brought out this, when ſcarce his Tongue cou'd 
. 
© If owhere Tm going—— could ſerve you, Sir ? 


I give and I deviſe (old Euclio ſaid, a 
And ſigh'd) my Lands and Tenements to Ned? 
Your Money Sir? * My Money Sir! what all? 
« Why—t#I muſt—(then wept)—I give it Paul. 
The Mannor, Sir :— The Mannor! hold, he cry'd, 
Not that I eannot part with that. and dy'd. 


And 


( 20 ) 
And You! brave Cosnan, to the lateſt Breath, 
Shall feel your ruling Paſſion ſtrong in Death: 


Such in thoſe Moments, as in All the paſt, 
Oh fave my Country, Heay'a !' ſhall be your laſt, 


